














The Hero Didn't Aim 


The settlers who were trying to es- 
tablish a colony on Mount Desert Island 
were in for a rude surprise. One morning 
the peace of early dawn was shattered by 
the firing of cannon, and the settlers saw 
a warship blazing away at them. 

It was back in 1613, seven years before 
the Pilgrim Fathers came to America. The 
French and British were trying to establish 
colonies along the New England coast, and 
neither country wanted the other there. 

So when the French settlers saw the Brit- 
ish warship firing on them they knew at 
once what it was all about. But they had 
been caught with their guard down, and 
for a moment they scurried around like a 
roomful of girls who have discovered a 
mouse in their midst. 




























Grabbing what they could, they broke 
from their huts and dashed for cover. Safe 
behind the puckerbush they gazed on the 
fearful scene—the sun rising quickly be- 
yond the placid ocean, the waves lapping 
gently at the shore, and their little huts 
being steadily demolished. 

But most of all they gazed at another 
ship, one of their own, tied to the shore 
and armed with guns loaded and ready to 
fire—if only someone had courage enough 
to board her and apply fire to the powder. 

And now a shout goes up from the 
Frenchmen trembling in the sumac. One of 
the younger settlers is running for the ship 
with a firebrand in his hand. He picks his 
way carefully among the flying cannon 
balls. He reaches the ship and starts up the 
ladder. His foot slips, but he recovers, and 
on he climbs. 

He reaches the deck! He makes for the 
guns! Down goes his flaming faggot, and 
with a roar French cannon answer British 
guns. He sparks another charge, and an- 
other French gun speaks. 

Hurrah for the hero! The enemy shall 
not sack and plunder peaceful towns un- 
challenged! He shall struggle for every foot 
he gains. If, indeed, he gains at all. Cer- 
tainly he shall not land while our hero 
holds his firebrand and there are missiles 
in his guns. As one who was there wrote 
later, he made the French guns “speak as 
loudly as the English.” 

But alas for our hero. The same writer 
added, he did not aim. So all those gallant 
balls flew wide of the mark, and the in- 
evitable occurred. The town was taken and 
the settlers transported to Jamestown, where 
they were put on a French ship and re- 
turned to France. 

If only the lad had aimed! The whole 
course of history might have been differ- 
ent. His zeal was right. His courage was the 
best. Certainly he spoke out loudly enough 
for what he believed was right. But he 
didn’t aim, and all his effort was wasted. 

Next week I’ll tell you about another 
young man who did aim. And he won his 
battle, even though his “cannon ball” was 
only a moldy melon. 


Your friend, 


Pn Wrxwrel 
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JUNE’S BEST DRAWING 


By EDGAR A. WARREN 


N°. ONE at the school June attended in 
Scotland would have called her a dunce. 

She could read well, she loved history, her 
arithmetic was usually correct. But her 
drawing ! 

June didn’t need the teacher or anyone 
else to tell her that she couldn’t draw. She 
knew all too well that her chairs always 





looked like clotheshorses and her rabbits 
resembled kangaroos. And if she ever tried 
to draw a face, she simply had to laugh at 
it herself. 

But there was one thing about June— 
she always tried to do her best. And al- 
though she didn’t know it, the teacher ad- 

To page 17 


When teacher got through, June’s paper had the best ax in the class, and teacher gave her an A. 
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We went fishing and caught—a crow! 


MISCHIEVOUS JOE 


By KENNETH GUESS 


0 N A BRIGHT sunny day in early spring 

my friend Joe and I were fishing from 
a canoe on the river. In the heat of the after- 
noon we tied the canoe to the bank and 
lay drowsing on the pine needles. 

Suddenly I was awakened by Joe exclaim- 
ing, “Hey Ken, I see a baby crow!” Instantly 
I was wide awake with all thoughts of canoe- 
ing vanished from my mind. We had wanted 
a pet crow for so long, we were determined 
to get this one. But it was high up in a tree. 

After many attempts to climb the tree, 
the first limb of which was far beyond our 
reach, Joe had a bright idea. 

“Let’s go borrow a rope, and perhaps we 
can use it in some way.” 

We paddled furiously to the boat dock, 
borrowed a long rope, and hurried back to 
the tall pine tree. After many attempts we 
finally succeeded in throwing the rope over 
the lowest limb, and I quickly climbed to that 
limb. As I climbed higher I climbed slower 
because I was so high up and the tree was 
swaying in the wind. Finally I reached the 
nest, lifted out the baby crow and faced the 
problem of returning to the ground without 
injuring the crow or myself. As a last resort 
Joe suggested that I drop the crow and he 


Kenneth Guess was a student at the academy in Col- 
legedale, Tennessee, when he wrote this story for JUNIOR 
GUIDE. Kenneth was born in Chattanooga and has one 
brother. He enjoys playing the piano and plans on taking 
a business course in college. 





would catch it in his 
shirt much as firemen 
catch a person in a net. 
I did—he did—then I 
descended slowly. 

Strange as it seems 
the crow never showed 
the slightest fear, not 
even when I picked it 
out of the nest. His one 
and only interest was 
food. After feeding him 
some leftover lunch, we 
made a nest in one of our hats and stowed 
our prize safely in the bow of the canoe. 

Two silver moons, one above us and one 
in the water below, guided us back to the 
boat dock. 

We thanked the attendant for the use of 
the rope, then went on home. 

Almost everyone thinks that a crow 
should be named Jim, but after much dis- 
cussion at our house we decided to call 
him Joe, because had it not been for Joe’s 
idea to use the rope we would never have 
had the crow. 

For the first few weeks our pet was in- 
terested only in food. Like all babies, Joe 
demanded much attention and food—every 
hour on the hour. 

Joe was such a temptation to our black 
Persian cat that he often forgot his man- 
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ners and attempted to make a meal of the 
crow. Joe was fortunate enough to live 
through many attempts on his life by the 
“black villain,’ and he had sweet revenge 
after he learned to fly. 

Our cat loves to sleep in the sun during 
the summer, and Joe loved to see that he 
never did. Every time Joe saw the cat 
sleeping he would cautiously approach from 
the rear and grab the cat’s tail and attempt 
to fly away with it. Of course, he couldn't 
fly with a cat dangling from his beak and so 
he had to let go, continuing on to the 
nearest tree, where he would chuckle and 
tease the cat with all his might. The angry, 
frustrated cat would make many attempts 
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When Joe saw the cat asleep, 
it would swoop down, grab 
the cat’s tail, and try to fly 
away with it. The cat did 
not think this was at all funny. 


to catch the crow but was 
never successful. 

Joe was very friendly 
with the big boxer dog that 
lived next door, and they 
shared many meals together. 
Occasionally, however, Joe would decide the 
dog was too greedy and would give her a 
savage peck on the nose. Whenever this 
happened he had to fly for his life, but how 
he enjoyed it! 

When we planted the garden it became 
Joe’s paradise. He loved nothing better 
than to pull the young, tender sprouts out 
of the ground as soon as they appeared. 

To page 19 
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Stairway to the Stars 


By ANOBEL ARMOUR 





CHAPTER 8: OF BOYS, BEARDS, AND BANDAGES 





HE lean, lanky man in the rusty black 

suit and the black stovepipe hat stood 
right at the edge of the platform. His face 
was rugged and his look was sad, but there 
was something special about him too. Clara 
Barton felt it instantly. 

The platform was on a tunnel, and under 
it fifty armed men stood ready and watch- 
ing. It had been whispered around that this 
man in the rusty black suit, Mr. Lincoln of 
Illinois, had avoided Baltimore and come 
straight to Washington because someone 
had threatened to assassinate him. Clara 
tried to imagine, and couldn't, why anyone 
would want to kill such a kindly man, whose 
gentle spirit shone out over all the crowd. 

But Abe Lincoln had come to Washing- 
ton to be President in troublous times. 
There was grim talk going around that men 
were preparing to fight the Government 
if Lincoln was inaugurated. 

Only a few weeks later, that talk became 
reality. On April 14, 1861, the headlines 
screamed that Fort Sumter, in Charleston, 
South Carolina, had been attacked and had 
fallen. South Carolina had given notice that 
it had seceded from the Union. 

“This is it,’ Clara said. “This is war.” 
All of her people had been fighting 
people and yet her heart turned right over. 
The first ones had fought for independence 
from a foreign country. Then her own fa- 
ther had fought Indians so that the settlers 
could live in peace. “But this is different,” 
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she said. “Now we are fighting one another.” 
It was hard to believe. 

The next day the President of the United 
States asked for seventy-five thousand men 
to keep the States united. 

“He should have made it three hundred 
thousand men,” Captain Barton wrote to 
Clara. He was eighty-six now and wise in the 
ways of war. She agreed with her father. 
This would probably be a long-drawn-out 
conflict, bitter and dreadful. 

Less than a week later, Clara knew that she 
would have a part in that war. Massachu- 
setts had organized its Sixth Regiment and 
it was on its way to Washington, almost 
before the ink was dry on the President's 
order. And she knew the men around North 
Oxford would be enlisting before the sun 
went down. 

Crossing Baltimore, Maryland, on the way 
from one railroad station to another, the 
regiment was mobbed by civilian citizens. 
Many of the men were pulled from their 
horse-drawn cars into the streets and were 
struck and beaten and trampled underfoot. 
Four were dead. 

Now they had fought their way out of 
Baltimore and were housed in the Senate 
Chamber, right here in Washington. 
“Wounded?” Clara thought. “What shall I 
take?” She tore up some sheets for bandages 
and emptied her medicine cabinet. 

There were dozens of boys whom she 
had taught in school when they were so 





























little that they could barely reach up to 
scratch their names in white chalk on the 
blackboard. 

Rushing over to one boy who was 
propped against the Senate steps, she lifted 
up his head. “Is it really you, Allan?” she 
said. She felt his face under her hand and 
it was hairy and soft. He had a beard! She 
pulled her hand back and looked at the 
beard in amazement. 

“I'm grown up now, Miss Barton,” he 
grinned. 

For a minute she was taken aback. Then 
she grinned, too. “High time too, if you 
ask me,” she said. “Now tell me where you 
are hurt.” 

“Well, Miss Barton,” he drawled, “I kind 
of hate to mention it—but I’m not hurt any 
place.” 

“Why, you were writhing and rubbing 
against those steps,” she countered. “I 
thought you were in terrible pain.” 

He grinned sheepishly. “I was trying to 
do what the hogs did at home when they 
itched,” he explained. 

“Itched?” Clara said. 

“Why yes, ma’am,” he explained. “We 


lost all of our baggage and—well, as a mat- 
ter of fact, ma’am, it’s hotter in Washington 
than it was in Massachusetts.” Then he 
stopped short, turning red. 

“I don’t understand,” Clara told him, 
puzzled. 

“It’s this woolen underwear,” he blurted 
out. 

Everyone laughed and Clara laughed 
louder than anyone. 

“I'm glad I won't need these bandages,” 
she said. 

One of the boys over in a far corner spoke 
up. “I got scratched on the face. Didn’t 
hurt much at the time, but now it’s begin- 
nin’ to smart.” In a minute Clara was 
smoothing ointment into his skin. 

Three or four other men began to find 
things wrong with themselves too. Soon 
all the bandages and the medicines were 
gone. “Now I will have to hurry,” she told 
them, “or the stores will be closed before 
I buy everything I need.” 

“Would it be asking too much of you 
to bring a few pins?” Allan asked. “My 
shirt is just hanging to me.” 

“That rubbing didn’t do it any good,” 


Clara quickly recognized one of the boys who was propped against the Senate steps. It was Allan, 
whom she had taught in school. But he had a beard! She was so amazed, she could hardly believe it. 
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Clara told him severely. They all laughed 
again. “But I'll do better than that. I'll 
bring needles and thread and buttons and 
handkerchiefs.” 

As she started away, they kept calling 
out other things. “I wonder if they will 
let me drive a horse and wagon into this 
place?” she asked them. 

A shy redhead who looked suspiciously 
like a Marshall spoke up softly. “Would it 
be too much to ask you to bring something 
else? This wouldn’t take no horse and 
wagon.” 

“Wouldn’t take a horse and wagon,” she 
corrected sharply. Then she remembered. 
She wasn’t a schoolteacher now. 

But the boy didn’t seem to notice. 
wouldn’t take a horse and wagon,” he re- 
peated after her, obediently, just as her 
boys had always done. 

“T’ll do my best,” Clara told him. “What is 
it?” 

He ducked his head, more shy looking 
than ever. “We heard that there was a piece 


“This 


about us in the paper. I think some of us 
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would kind of like to read what they had to 
say about the Sixth.” 

“That's the easiest thing yet,” Clara said. 
“I've still got the copy of the Worcester 
Spy in my room—the very copy that told 
all about you. Why, that’s how I learned 
you were here.” 

Clara knew that these men had bought 
their own clothes and that the loss of 
their baggage was really a hardship, so she 
shopped like a storm. She used up every 
minute until the stores closed. But by then 
she had hampers of food and boxes of 
clothing. And she remembered all the small 
things, too, including buttons for Allan. 

Hiring five porters, she watched them 
stagger into the magnificent Senate Cham- 
ber under their heavy loads. In a minute 
the place looked like market day. But when 
she waved the newspaper that she had 
brought it didn’t take long for everyone to 
settle down. 

“This is just like a history lesson at 
home,” she thought. “Only this is happen- 
ing right now.” To page 17 
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\ in Science: 


BATTLES 
IN YOUR BLOOD STREAM 


By BERT RHOADS 


NCE when I was teaching a class in 

physiology I asked one of my boys to 
bring a frog to school. We planned to put 
the frog’s webbed foot under a microscope 
so we could look through the thin web and 
see the red blood carriers, called corpuscles, 
racing through the frog’s blood vessels. 

Perhaps I should have stunned the frog 
first by cutting the spinal cord in the back 
of his neck. His blood would have kept on 
going for some time. But it didn’t seem 
right to kill the little frog before all those 
children, so we didn’t use a knife. But my 
boy and I had a hard time keeping the 
frog’s foot still for more than a second at a 
time. 

Yet the experiment was a success. For a 
moment I had a magnificent view of hun- 
dreds of little red corpuscles, racing 
through the frog’s foot and tumbling over 
each other as they carried life to all parts 
of the frog’s body. If I ever try this experi- 
ment again I shall tie the frog’s foot to a 
splint. It won’t be necessary to kill him. 

These wonderful little carriers, or cor- 
puscles, carry a gas called oxygen to all 
parts of the body. It helps to make the 
muscles and bones grow and to keep the 
body warm. And how many of these little 
corpuscles do we have in our bodies? Mil- 
lions of them. What do they look like? If 
you could see them through a microscope 
they would look like little red coins with 
very thick rims. They are so small that 
thirty-two hundred of them, laid flat side by 


side, would make a row only an inch long. 
Men have made some wonderful pumps, 
but none so wonderful as the human heart. 
It pumps blood all your life, day and night. 
The heart is really two pumps. The left 
side is the pump that forces the blood out 
to all parts of the body through the blood 
channels we call arteries, then into capil- 
laries, and then on into veins that go to the 
other pump in the right side of the heart. 
From this side the blood is pumped to the 
lungs to be purified. It comes back from 
the lungs to the pump on the left side of 
the heart and is sent once more to all parts 
of the body. And these tireless pumps keep 
To page 16 


Invasion! Swarms of double-headed germs are trying 
to force a way into the body. At once large white 
cells counterattack, squeezing through blood-ves- 
sel walls and surrounding and swallowing the enemy. 
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Out of the historic, romantic past 


THE PILGRIM FATHERS SAIL AGAIN! 


By PEGGY 


| a week the Mayflower set sail from 
England with the Pilgrim Fathers on 
board! The captain hopes to reach the New 
World before bad weather sets in. 

“Wait a minute!” I hear you say. “The 
Mayflower sailed in 1620, three hundred 
thirty-seven years ago. Its hull was dragged 
ashore long since, turned upside down, and 
used for a barn.” 

Now don’t you be too hasty. The May- 
flower did sail this week—unless some- 
thing went wrong with the plans. And even 
William Bradford himself wouldn’t have 
been able to tell the difference between 
this boat and the one he traveled in, though 
he might have been perplexed by some 
black boxes with round wheels on them. 
“Accessories to the Black Arts,” he would 
have called them, even if someone told 
him they were a radio. 





Military Pilgrim 
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An Elder 


HEWLETT 


With this one exception—the radio— 
the little boat that started across the At- 
lantic this week was an exact copy of the 
ship that brought the Pilgrim Fathers to 
America. I call her “little” because she 
could almost float in the swimming pool 
of a modern ocean liner. 

Behind this new Mayflower is an inter- 
esting story of a man who made his dream 
come true. 

About ten years ago, a businessman sat 
in his office in London, England, indulging 
in a bit of daydreaming. Warwick Charlton 
loved history, but his special interest had 
always been the Pilgrim Fathers. 

“Why couldn’t we build a replica of the 
Mayflower?” he mused. He ventured to 
mention this thought to a friend. The idea 
caught on and snowballed to such an extent 
that a rather dazed Mr. Charlton now finds 
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himself listed as a prospective passenger on 
the Atlantic crossing of his dreamboat, 
Mayflower II. 

But the realization of the dream wasn’t 
all cheese and apple pie. There were ob- 
stacles, cynics, and reverses to face every 
step of the way. Scoffers appeared and said: 
“You can’t get the lumber, the money, nor 
the crew. Even if you could, you would 
end up by towing her across the Atlantic.” 

But the man who dreamed began to 
work. It was decided that the finished rep- 
lica would be presented to the United States 
of America as a token of friendship, a 
symbol of freedom. Money began pouring 
in. A master builder with the spirit of 
adventure willingly accepted the great chal- 
lenge. The building began at the Upham 
shipyards in Brixham, Devon, on July 4, 
1955. 

Securing suitable lumber was 2 great 
problem. Timber for the masts had to be 
brought from Canada by ship as England 
doesn’t grow such large trees any more. 
The oak tree used for the Mayflower’s stem 
measured seventy-two inches around. It was 
a tricky problem to ease this oak along the 
narrow, twisting streets of Brixham to the 
Upham shipyards. All traffic had to be 
stopped. 

A very choice and seasoned crew was 
selected and placed under the skilled eye 
of Commander Alan Villiers. The crew 
numbers twenty-one (same as the original 
crew) with a passenger list of thirty. Sev- 
eral of these are photographers filming the 
journey. 

No one expects the four- or five-week 
crossing to be a picnic. There will doubt- 
less be much seasickness and many incon- 
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veniences. The little ship’s masts are sup- 
ported only by ropes and she is being 
steered by a whipstaff instead of a wheel. 
There is no headroom and the accommo- 
dations are poor. And what about food? 

It is commonly thought that the early 
Pilgrims lived solely on stew, salt pork, 
biscuits, and beans. This idea is altogether 
wrong. Research experts tell us that the 
Pilgrim Fathers took surprisingly good care 
of their temporal needs. They carried oat- 
meal, brown flour, cheese, butter, vinegar, 
oil, dried peas, prunes, raisins, bacon, salt 
pork, fish, dried beef, cabbage, turnips, on- 
ions, parsnips, sugar, jellies, spices, brandy, 
lemon juice, beer, and drinking water— 
more beer than water, oddly enough. 

The Pilgrims built fires in sand pits on 
the lower deck for cooking their meals. 
Pots and pans were suspended from over- 
head beams. During rough weather what a 
sloppy job it must have been to make a pot 
of soup! 

Meat was roasted over the fire on two- 
pronged forks with handles two or three 

To page 14 
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| WAS always smaller than my playmates. 
And I had nicknames—‘Shorty,” “Pee- 
wee,” “Runt” the boys called me. And I didn’t 
like it. So I was always looking for some 
way I could show the fellows that I was 
as big and strong and smart as any of them. 

One of the ways I tried was to do anything 
anyone dared me to do. Sometimes it seemed 
to help the situation, but usually it only got 
me into trouble. 

Soon after my ninth birthday I saved 
enough money to buy an old, secondhand 
bicycle. When I got it, it had two flat tires 
and several other things wrong with it, 
but with hard work and a lot of help from 
Dad, I soon had it running. 

Much practice and many falls later I could 
ride quite well. But I still had the same old 
problem. The bigger boys could ride better 
and faster than I could. I had to keep con- 
stantly struggling in order to keep up with 
them. But there were so many exciting 
things to do on a bicycle that even though 
I was smaller, I always tried to do everything 
they did. 

One day we stopped to rest for a few min- 
utes by a gravel pile at the bottom of a 
long hill. The county kept gravel there to 
use to repair the road. There were several 
truckloads of gravel in the pile and even 
though it was spread out, it was still almost 
four feet high. As we sat on the pile, one of 
the boys got an idea. 

“I wonder what would happen,” he said, 
“if somebody were to ride down that hill as 
fast as he could on his bicycle and run into 
this gravel pile?” 

Of course, we all knew what happened 
when a bicycle hit loose gravel, but just what 
would happen if one hit a whole pile of 
gravel? For several minutes we sat there and 
discussed the idea. Finally the boy who had 
thought of it first began to dare the other 
boys to try it. At first some of them talked 
quite seriously about doing so, but when it 
actually came to starting, they all backed 
down and would not go. 

“Now here,” I thought, “is my chance to 
prove to them that I am a lot braver than 
they are.” So the next thing I knew I had 
spoken up and said, “I'll do it!” 

At first they thought I was kidding, but as 
I stood up, picked up my bicycle, and turned 
to start up the hill, they could see that I 
meant it. The look of surprise and admira- 
tion I thought I saw on their faces was very 
satisfying. 
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The Gra@el4 


I proudly rode the quarter mile up the 
hill. Then at the top I stopped and turned 
around. It was a long way down! I could 
see the boys get up from the gravel pile and 
move across to the side of the road, where 
they stood leaning on their bicycles. 

For a moment I wondered if I really 
wanted to run into that 
gravel pile after all, but 
as I remembered the look 
of admiration on the boys’ 
faces when I had started 
up the hill, I decided that 
now I just had to do it. 

After all, I reasoned, the 

worst thing that could 

happen would be that I 

would fall off the bike, and 

I had done that so many 

times before that I figured 

one more time wouldn't be 

too bad. Of course, now I ___ 

realize I could have broken 
my bones and smashed my 
bicycle. But then I didn’t 
have enough sense. 

I began slowly riding 
down the hill. Very quickly 
I picked up speed and long 
before I reached the bot- 
tom I was going faster than 
I had ever thought I could. 





| had almost reached the gravel 
pile. | made one last spurt, so 
as to hit it as fast as possible. 
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By PAUL BURDICK 


Still I kept trying to make the pedals go 
just a little faster. I could feel the wind 
whistling past my ears. The gravel pile 
began looking very large, and I thought 
once again that maybe I shouldn’t be doing 
this after all. But it was too late to go back. 
I gave one last effort to make that bicycle 























go faster. I was almost to the pile. I saw 
the boys watching me intently. Then I 
hit 

As the front wheel struck the gravel it 
twisted to one side and stopped—but I 
didn’t! I left the bicycle, cleared the top of 
the gravel pile, flew over the barbed-wire 
fence beyond it, landed in the pasture on 
the other side of the fence, and rolled over 
and over on the ground. When I stopped 
rolling I wiggled my arms and legs—they 
worked all right—so I got up and started 
back toward the fence. 

When I had hit the gravel, the front 
wheel of the bicycle had stopped, but the 
back end had followed me over the gravel 
pile and had come to rest leaning against 
the fence. As I climbed back over the fence 
and hauled my bicycle to the road, the 
boys were all talking and laughing and 
saying that I had put on a good show. I 






























































FIND A PEN PAL HERE 


If you want pen pals, write to some of these boys 
and girls. They will be glad to get a letter from you. 


Mary Jane Branson, age 15. University Hospital, 
Station 45, Minneapolis, Minnesota, U.S.A. Roller 
skating, tennis, riding horses. 

Danusia Kram, age 11. Darlowa/ Darlowa/ ul., 
Nadbrzezna 16, Poland, Europe. Flowers, hikes, 
stamps, reading, music. 

Warrie S. Layon, age 13. West Visayan Academy, 
Box 502, Iloilo City, Philippine Islands. Stamps, bik- 
ing, skating. 

Erlinda Talapian, age 15. 1009 Rizal Avenue, Ma- 
nila, Philippine Islands. 

Eunice Knobb, age 14. Magnolia Bluff Plantation, 
Natchez, Mississippi, U.S.A. Storybook dolls, riding 
horses, reading. 

Kathleen Brooks, age 10. 2908 Dunbrin Road, Bal- 
timore 22, Maryland, U.S.A. Piano, reading. 

Janet Fetters, age 13. Box 48, Illinois City, Illinois, 
U.S.A. Stamps, post cards, swimming. 

Daniel Rondini, age 10. 3420 South Clement Ave- 
nue, Milwaukee, Wisconsin, U.S.A. Shells, piano, 
reading, spelling, Bible. 








was so proud of myself I couldn’t do any- 
thing but just stand and grin. 

But it wasn’t long before I began to feel 
something itching and stinging on my legs 
—then on my arms—and then on my back 
—and my neck—and pretty soon I was 
itching and stinging all over. All at once 
I realized what had happened. 

In the section of central Tennessee where 
I lived, many of the fields were covered 
with small, flat cactus plants that had 
thousands and thousands of tiny spines all 
over their leaves. I had landed and rolled 
in one of these cactus patches and now 
hundreds and hundreds of those sharp little 
spines were sticking in my skin! 

Of course, I didn’t say anything about 
the cactus spines to the boys, but as soon 
as I could I told them it was time for me 
to go, and I started home. I hated to tell 
my mother what had happened, but I was 
hurting so there wasn’t anything else to do. 
She spent most of the rest of that day with 
a magnifying glass and a pair of tweezers, 
pulling out cactus spines. When night 
came there were still many of them left. 
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They were in so far she couldn’t get them 
out and they began to fester and hurt even 
worse. I was so sick I didn’t get much 
sleep that night, and for three days I 
couldn’t go to school. And it was many 
more days before the sores those cactus 
spines made went away. 

As I lay in bed with my cactus spines 
those three days, I did a lot of thinking. 
I thought about bicycles, and gravel piles; 
about pastures and cactus patches. But most 
of all I thought about dares, and I decided 
that the next time someone dared me to do 
something I would think a little more care- 
fully about the results before I agreed. 


The Pilgrim Fathers Sail Again! 
From page 11 


feet long. These were the only forks on 
board. It would have been deadly to try 
eating with one of these weapons on a 
rolling ship, so the Pilgrims used spoons, 
pocketknives, or fingers. They ate out of 
pewter or wooden bowls, plates, or mugs. 

Passengers and crew on the Mayflower 
Il are wearing seventeenth-century cos- 
tumes. Contrary to popular belief, these 
were not all one style in colors of gray or 
black. The Pilgrims loved bright colors, 
and their clothing was picturesque. They 
have somehow mistakenly become con- 
fused with the Quakers or Puritans. 

Starting from London, the little sailing 
ship planned to call at Southampton, Dart- 
mouth, and Plymouth in England. Then 
she was to start her journey across the At- 
lantic. 

Upon arrival at Cape Cod, the crew and 
passengers will re-enact the signing of the 
Mayflower Compact. From there they will 
sail to Plymouth, Massachusetts.’ Later they 
will follow a trip down the Eastern sea- 
board of America and then up to the St. 
Lawrence and the Great Lakes, with calls 
at all the major ports. 

When the thrilling voyage is over, the 
gallant little ship will find permanent 
berth where the Pilgrim Fathers made their 
home. There she will remain—a gift from 
Britain to America, symbol of peace and 
friendship in a world of strife and perse- 
cution. 

So, sail on, little ship with your gallant 
crew. The prayers of all peace-loving 
peoples go with you! 
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of TROUBLE 


By MARYAN B. WILKINSON 


HE desks were carried out and stacked 

in the woodwork shop. The decorations 
were cut and tacked and pasted, and the 
room mothers brought in their casseroles 
covered with dish towels. 

A worried little first-grader carried in a 
box with Campbell's Soup on the outside 
and three black kittens inside. A seventh- 
grade boy tied his horse to the bike rack, 
and a couple of girls fussed with a cage of 
hamsters. 


For a moment Sidney couldn’t move. Then shrieking with fear he flung the jar away from him. 








Just as the parents began to arrive for 
the supper and pet show, somebody brought 
in a large glass jar and set it on the table. 
In the jar was a live rattlesnake, which be- 
came the center of attention immediately. 
But presently the ice cream appeared and 
the snake was left unnoticed on the table. 

Then Sidney drifted in, having been 
asked to stop shooting water from the 
drinking fountain at some pet chickens. 
Sidney saw the jar and elbowed his way 











through the crowd to reach it. He picked 
it up, and a gray-haired woman shuddered. 

“Should you handle it, do you think?” 
she asked. 

Sidney gave her the look he reserved for 
people with no brains at all. 

“It’s inside the bottle, isn’t it?” he scoffed, 
shaking the jar and tapping it with a key. 

Instantly the snake coiled, shaking its 
rattles in a warning buzz. Sidney stared 
through the glass that now seemed so thin. 
The ugly mouth was open, the fangs bared. 
For a moment he couldn’t move. Then, 
with a shriek of horror, he threw the jar 
from him. 

Crash! The glass was a thousand splinters 
on the floor. The snake was loose! 

Girls screamed. 

Children were snatched up by frantic 
fathers. 

The crowd pushed back to form a fright- 
ened circle around the coiled rattler. 
Teachers urged them out the doors and 
they went, leaving only three men armed 
with long sticks and a box. 

When the snake was safely inside the 
box, the pet show went on (minus a few 
of the more hysterical children). 

After the craft sale and the travel movie, 
it was time for Mr. Parker, the principal, 
to say a few words. 

He stood in front of the movie screen 
with a smile that was turned especially to- 
ward Sidney, who really did feel very bad 
about what he had done. 

“We've had an experience tonight,” said 
Mr. Parker, “with something in a bottle.” 

A shiver and a chuckle swept through 
the crowd. 

“Now, none of us thought when the 
bottle was brought in that there was any 
danger. We were deceived. People have 
been deceived before about something in a 
bottle. Men a lot older than Sidney have 
picked up bottles and then learned that 
what's inside ‘biteth like a serpent and 
stingeth like an adder.’ They’ve brought 
inconvenience and danger to everyone near 
them. 

“So tonight Sidney and I are going to 
make a promise to each other.” 

Sidney stood up uncomfortably, Mr. 
Parker’s hand on his shoulder. 

“We're pledging that if either of us ever 
happens to find a dangerous bottle again, 
we're going to remember that poisonous 
snake and what happened tonight. We're 
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going to leave that bottle strictly alone. 
Is that right, Sidney?” 

Sidney nodded with an embarrassed 
smile. Then, solemnly, as the crowd 
clapped, Sidney and Mr. Parker shook 
hands. 


Battles in Your Blood Stream 
From page 9 


on sometimes for more than a hundred 
years! 

The blood has in it an army of white 
blood corpuscles—the policemen of the body. 
If we have a cut or a bruise, or a hurt of 
any kind, an army of these policemen rush 
to the place of trouble to war against any 
disease germs that try to enter the body. 

How it did scare us, when I was a boy, 
to hear that someone in the neighborhood 
had smallpox! We children were lined up 
and each one given a spoonful of kerosene. 
Someone had told us that kerosene might 
keep the smallpox away. I think a spoonful 
of ice cream would have kept it away just 
as well, and it would have tasted a lot 
better! 

Then we learned about Dr. Jenner. He 
had discovered how to vaccinate people to 
keep them from getting smallpox. He had 
noticed that folks who milked cows got 
cowpox but never got the dangerous small- 
pox. He investigated and learned that when 
a cow had cowpox, little blisters would 
form on her bag or belly. Inside these 
blisters was a fluid or serum. Dr. Jenner 
reasoned that the milkers, when milking 
the cows, probably broke some of these 
blisters and got the serum on their hands. 
Then this serum worked its way through 
the skin into the blood, where it helped 
the policemen of the body defeat the 
germs when they tried to force their way in. 

So Dr. Jenner prepared little sticks and 
dipped them into the serum in the blisters 
on the cow’s body. Then he would scratch 
an arm of a person to be vaccinated and 
rub the point of the stick into the scratch. 
The vaccinated person might be sick for a 
day or two, but he would never get small- 
pox. Thus Dr. Jenner saved many, many 
lives. 

Since Dr. Jenner’s time other doctors 
have found that other diseases, among them 
diphtheria, typhoid, and scarlet fever, can 
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be treated with’ serums. To make some of 
the serums needed in these diseases healthy 
young horses are used. They are given the 
diseases for which the serums are wanted, 
and soon become ill. When they get well 
they are given the disease again. They are 
not so sick this time as they were the first 
time. The horses get to the place where 
they can’t be made sick this way any more. 
Then the serum is taken from their blood 
and is given to people so they will not get 
the disease for which the serum is prepared. 

Another wonderful thing in the blood 
is fibrin, which makes the blood thicken or 
clot when you are bleeding from a cut. If 
it wasn’t for fibrin a little cut might easily 
cause you to bleed to death. 

Doesn’t it look as though some great, 
loving Scientist made the right kind of 
blood for us? 


June’s Best Drawing 
From page 3 


mired her for trying so hard. He knew that 
to some people drawing doesn’t come easy. 

So at every drawing lesson June tried 
again. But she was seldom satisfied. Often 
she would erase the whole drawing, perhaps 
halfway through the lesson, and begin all 
over again. 

One day she had been going through this 
process of drawing and erasing a number of 
times, and still the ax she was trying to 
draw looked like a broom. So once more 
she erased it—carefully this time in case 
she rubbed right through the paper. 

And just at that moment the teacher 
said, “All pencils down! I’m coming around 
to see what you have been doing.” 

June gasped! 

Her page was blank! What would teacher 
say? How she wished there had been at 
least something on the page. But it was too 
late now. She just sat at her desk helplessly. 

At last the teacher reached her. 

“Hello, June, what have you been doing?” 
he asked. “Let me see!” 

He saw it—a blank page. 

But strangely, he was not cross. Actually 
he had been watching. He had seen June's 
head bent intently over her drawing book 
all through the lesson. And he understood. 

“[—started—then—well—I tried again 


—then—when you came—all rubbed out,” 
June faltered. ; 

“I see,” said the teacher thoughtfully, 
sitting down beside her. “Your pencil, 
please.” 

He took it, and June watched. 

With a few sure strokes and in just a 
few seconds, it seemed, he had drawn an ax 
that really looked like an ax. Then he turned 
to the little girl and smiled. 

Next he took his own red pencil and 
wrote near the top of the page a large “A.” 

June tried to protest, but the teacher 
just smiled again and said to the class, 
“Hand in your papers!” 

This story sounds almost too good to be 
true, doesn’t it? Don’t you wish you had a 
teacher like that? But I am sure June’s 
teacher would never have encouraged her 
like this if she had not shown a real desire 
to do better. 

And isn’t it true that so often we try to 
“draw” a picture of a good life, and fail 
badly. But if we let Jesus take over—and 
somehow He likes completely blank pages 
to “draw” on—He will make our lives far 
more beautiful than ever we could make 
them without His help. He gives to us His 
own sinless nature and then writes on the 
page, not simply “A” but “A+.” 

All this He promises to do for us if we 
first admit our own failure and then let 
Him have His way in our lives. 


Stairway to the Stars 
From page 8 


Days later she saw her boys drilling on 
the east side of the Capitol, on the green 
there. None of them seemed the worse for 
wear, although one or two of them still 
limped a little. And she could see the 
scratches on the face of the shy red-haired 
boy, when the sun shone against him. 

How he had loved to hear her read that 
newspaper! He was so proud to be a part 
of the Sixth Massachusetts. “Though he 
looks as if he should still be in school,” she 
thought sadly. 

The newspaper reading gave her an idea. 
So she wrote to the Worcester Spy, saying 
that she would receive supplies for the 
wounded and needy of the regiment if any- 
one wished to send them to her. She ex- 
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You may look up the texts in your Bible to find 
the answers, then check with the answers below. 


What City? 
By IDA MAE CRESTAKOS 


The Lord’s people were fighting a great battle 
against strong enemies. 

The inhabitants of this city took no part in 
the battle. 

The angel of the Lord said, “Curse ye———-, . . . 
curse ye bitterly the inhabitants thereof; because 
they came not to the help of the Lord, to the 
help of the Lord against the mighty.” 

What is the name of this city that failed the 
Lord in a time of terrible crisis? 

See Judges 5:23. 


Bible Boys 
By LEONARD MITCHELL 


1. Which boy killed a bear and a lion? (1 Sam. 
17:34.) 

2. Which boy was made a king when he was 
twelve years old? (2 Kings 21:1.) 

3. Which boy was taught Bible stories by his 
grandmother, Lois? (2 Tim. 1:5; 3:15.) 

4. Which boy saved Paul’s life? (Acts 23:16.) 

5. Which boy was made a king when he was eight 
years old? (2 Kings 22:1.) 


Answers 
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plained that the boys were stationed here 
to protect the capital. In next to no time 
things began to come in from Worcester. 
They piled up and made huge stacks, much 
to Clara’s delight. 

Then a neighboring town, which read 
the Spy too, sent material. Then another 
and another. “Does everyone read the 
Spy?” Clara wondered. But she knew they 
did. 

After she distributed all the things that 
were needed at the Capitol, she hired a 
warehouse. The soldiers were building 
ovens so they could bake bread for such a 
large group and they were getting water 
lines in order. Life was much smoother for 
them now, she realized, and she knew she 
didn’t have to worry about them so much. 
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As she poked her head into a large barrel 
that one of the warehouse men had just 
opened for her, she simply stared at the 
stacks and stacks of towels. “Those men up 
at the Capitol will never be dirty enough to 
use all those,” the warehouse man laughed. 

But Clara didn’t laugh. She was thinking 
about how many men, on both sides, would 
be wounded and dirty soon. 

She was right about that. After the ter- 
rible Battle of Bull Run, in July, everyone 
knew that they were facing a long, long 
war. The Union losses had been more than 
they wanted to count. Clara began sending 
her supplies to different places, but fresh 
supplies kept coming in and the ware- 
house was bulging. That was the way she 
liked it. Still it cost money to keep a ware- 
house open, and though some money was 
coming in, it was not enough. So she went 
back to work. But even then she kept the 
supplies going out. 

She was in contact with regiments from 
all over her State, the Sixth Massachusetts, 
the Twenty-first Massachusetts, the Twen- 
ty-fifth Regiment. Maybe what she was 
doing for her State, she could do for the 
whole nation, she thought. But as each new 
issue of the Spy reached her, she knew, 
more and more, that there was something 
else she wanted to do. 

In thé meantime her father became ill. 
Remembering how wonderful a father he 
had been to her, Clara hurried to his bed- 
side. He was sitting up in bed, reading the 
news, when she arrived. She plopped him 
down on his pillows. “Now you lie still 
and I will read to you,” she scolded him. 

“Nothing wrong with my eyes,” he 
snapped. “After all, I’m only eighty-six.” 

Clara laughed and tucked the sheet up 
around his neck. “Now lie still,” she in- 
sisted. 

It was hard to read the news though. 
There were long lists of the dead and 
wounded—men they knew, boys they 
loved. “I ought to get up and go myself,” 
Captain Barton snorted. But his breath cut 
off in his excitement and Clara shook him 
gently. 

“I think that would be just the thing for 
you,” she said. 

Captain Barton snickered  shakily. 
“"’Fraid I couldn’t make the marches,” he 
admitted. 

Waiting until he got comfortable again, 
Clara told him what she had in mind, the 








idea that had been nagging at her. “I want 
to go to the front,” she said. 

Opening his eyes wide, Captain Barton 
stared at her. Then he began to nod slowly 
in agreement. 

“There’s one thing though,” he warned 
her. “You're pretty little. I don’t know 
whether you could handle a rifle.” 

“Now quit teasing me,” Clara cautioned. 
“You know I don’t want to fight.” 

“I couldn’t be sure,” he drawled, “since 
you are a Barton.” 

“It’s the men who are wounded and left 
so long on the battlefield without care who 
worry me,” Clara told him. “Lots of them 
could be saved if their wounds were washed 
and treated right away, if they had some- 
thing done to keep them in shape until 
they reached a hospital.” 

Captain Barton nodded his head. He 
knew what it was like to struggle along 
without help or care. Hadn't he almost died 
of thirst once, riding along wounded and 
alone, trying to reach help? Why, if it 
hadn’t been for that water—but that was a 
long time ago. A long, long time ago. 
Funny though, when he read about these 
soldiers now, he could feel the hot sun on 
his head all over again. He could feel how 
dry his throat was and how his wound had 
pained#him. Why, he knew exactly how 
the boys felt! 

“You could save a lot of them, daughter,” 
he told Clara earnestly. 

“Do you think I could really do it?” 
Clara asked. Sometimes she felt as if she 
could. Then sometimes it seemed so big 
a thing that it frightened her. 

“Well, you’re a fine nurse,” he reminded 
her. “Lots of people know that.” Then he 
grinned at her. “Why don’t you write and 
ask David and Bud Jennings for their opin- 
ions?” 

Clara laughed then. “Oh, I know what 
they would say already. No need to ask.” 

“I've been a soldier myself, Clara, as you 
well know. And there is one thing that I 
can assure you of—the soldiers will love 
and respect you.” 

“You talk as if I were already on my 
way,” she said. 

“Well, I kind of have a feeling——” 
Captain Barton began. Clara picked up the 
newspaper and fanned him. She was be- 
ginning to get the same feeling too. 

(Concluded next week) 





Mischievous Joe 
From page 5 


Because of this and other destructive traits, 
Mother became quite provoked and erected 
a scarecrow in the center of the garden. 
After one cautious inspection it became 
Joe’s special perch, from which he could 
survey his whole kingdom, and woe to any 
bird that happened to alight on it. Joe 
saw to it that he didn’t stay there long! 

Joe was very inquisitive, always investi- 
gating any shiny object or anything the 
least bit out of the ordinary. He loved to 
perch on our shoulders and nibble on our 
ears. When we went hiking on Sabbath 
afternoons he would leave our shoulders for 
a flight of exploration. But after being away 
just a short time he usually returned to the 
safety of our shoulder, for one thing always 
frightened him—a wild crow! 


Joe often forgot he was a crow and 
seemed to think he was human. When we 
had visitors he would perch nearby and 
rudely try to talk. He would often sit on 
the shoulder of some member of the family, 
muttering and chuckling about some un- 
known adventure. Should he decide to 
perch on the shoulder of a visitor, and the 
visitor became restless, Joe would give him 
a series of sharp pecks on the head. Occa- 
sionally Joe would become angry with some 
mischievous youngster and would put him 
in full retreat by “dive bombing” and loud 
screams of rage. No one ever received any 
injury except to his dignity. Imagine a 
thirteen-year-old boy running from a crow! 

When our pet was in a playful mood he 
loved to pretend he was a ball. With his 
wings folded we would hold him in our 
hands and throw him, with all our might, 
high into the air. He would keep his wings 
folded until he almost struck the ground, 
then spreading his wings and giving a de- 
lighted chuckle he would return for a repeat 
performance. 

After Joe had lived with us a few months 
he disappeared and never returned. We 
will probably never know what happened 
to him, but we like to think he just flew 
away and joined his cousins who live on the 
hill across the valley. 

Because of his many interesting antics 
and winning ways we learned to love him 
dearly and will always remember the day 
we went fishing and caught—a crow. 
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ll-Jesus Sends 


the Holy Spirit 


(APRIL 13) 


Memory Verse: “And they were all filled 
with the Holy Ghost, and began to speak with 
other tongues, as the Spirit gave them utter- 
ance” (Acts 2:4). 


SABBATH AFTERNOON 


Read Acts 2:1-8, 14-24, 32, 33, and 37-47. 
Read over the memory verse three or four 
times, and review it daily through the week. 


SUNDAY 
The Holy Spirit Comes to the Apostles 

Open your Bible to Acts 2. 

Fifty days had gone by since the Passover and 
its dramatic events—the crucifixion and the res- 
urrection. And now the Jews were coming from 
every direction to celebrate another feast—the 
Feast of Pentecost. 

Nore.—‘The Passover was followed by the 
seven days’ feast of unleavened bread. The first 
and the seventh day were days of holy convo- 
cation, when no servile work was to be per- 
formed. On the second day of the feast, the 
first-fruits of the year’s harvest were presented 
before God... . 

“Fifty days from the offering of first-fruits, 
came the Pentecost, called also the feast of har- 
vest and the feast of weeks. . . . The Pentecost 
occupied but one day, which was devoted to re- 
ligious service.”—Patriarchs and Prophets, pp. 
539, 540. 

Find in verse 1 where the disciples were at 
this time. 

They spent their time praying and searching 
their hearts. They looked back on the time 
spent with Jesus and realized that they had not 
clearly understood His purpose. They were 
sorry as they remembered how little real help 
and sympathy they had given Him. They prayed 
to be forgiven for their lack of understanding, 
and they dedicated themselves to His service. 

As the little group was praying a strange 
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sound filled the room. Read verses 2 and 3 and 
see what caused it, and what other strange thing 
took place. 

As the promised Holy Ghost filled the waiting 
disciples they felt that their sins were forgiven. 
They sang songs of praise and rejoicing. 

For further reading: The Acts of the Apos- 
tles, p. 38. 

Tuink! Is the Holy Spirit just for leaders 
in the church or for all who want and feel the 
need of His help? 

Pray to have a desire for the Holy Spirit. 


MONDAY 


What the Holy Spirit Did for the Disciples 


Open your Bible to Acts 2. 

Read verse 4 and find out what the disciples 
were able to do after the Holy Spirit came to 
them. 

The Jews gathered in Jerusalem at the time 
of the Feast of Pentecost spoke many different 
languages. God wanted all to hear the gospel of 
Jesus. That is why He gave the apostles the 
ability to speak in all these languages. Every one 
could be reached with the message in his own 
tongue and could take it back to the place 
from which he had come. Verses 9-11 tell us 
some of the nations that were represented by 
the Jews at Jerusalem. 

The Holy Spirit gave the disciples the power 
to speak these different languages—as well as 
their own native tongue—correctly and clearly, 
so that none would be offended by their igno- 
rance. 

But while God’s Holy Spirit was at work 
moving on the hearts of the people, Satan’s evil 
spirits were also at work, infuriated by what 
had happened. Read the accusation they made 
through some who heard the disciples speaking 
in foreign languages, in verse 13. 

For further reading: The Acts of the Apos- 
tles, p. 39, par. 2; p. 40. 

THINK how long it would have taken the 
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apostles to learn all the languages needed to 
carry the gospel to all the world if the Holy 
Spirit had not given them this gift! 

Pray that the Holy Spirit will make your lan- 
guage pure and good as He did the apostles’. 


TUESDAY 
Peter’s Sermon 

Open your Bible to Acts 2. 

While all the people were wondering at these 
twelve men who were speaking fluently in so 
many languages, Peter stood up where all could 
see and hear him, and told them why they were 
able to do this. How did he explain it? Verses 
14 to 18 will tell you. 

Then Peter went on to tell how the resur- 
rection of Jesus was something that had been 
foretold in the Scriptures, that even their be- 
loved forefather David knew it was to take place 
and sang about it. 

It was a wonderful sermon, and the people 
crowded into the Temple to hear Peter’s power- 
ful, convincing words as he told of the living 
Jesus at the Father’s throne. Some were there in 
the crowd who had taken part fifty days earlier 
in the scenes connected with the crucifixion. 
They had called out, “Crucify Him!” when 
Pilate had asked what was to be done with 
Jesus. They had asked for the release of the con- 
vict when they might have asked for Jesus to 
be freed. As they realized what they had done 
they trembled with fear and sorrow. 


Peter appealed to them to acknowledge Jesus 
as their Lord. Read his appeal in verse 36 

For further reading: The Acts of the Apos- 
tles, p. 41. 

THINK how different Peter, converted and 
filled with the Holy Ghost, was from the Peter 
who first followed Jesus. 

Pray that God may use you to turn people to 
Jesus. 


WEDNESDAY 


The Jews Ask What They Must Do 


Open your Bible to Acts 2. 

Luke tells us that when the Jews realized 
what they had done they were “pricked in their 
hearts”—that is, their conscience troubled them 
because they had ill-treated the One who had 
come to be their Saviour. Look in verse 37 and see 
what they asked Peter at the close of his sermon. 

“Among those who listened to the disciples 
were devout Jews, who were sincere in their 
belief. The power that accompanied the words 
of the speaker convinced them that Jesus was 
indeed the Messiah.’”—The Acts of the Apostles, 
p. 43. 

Read verse 38 and find what Peter told them 
to do. 

The same message is for us today. Many are 
careless. They have not troubled to learn about 
Jesus and to understand the plan of salvation. 
Their hearts are cold. But one day understand- 


As the believers prayed, there came the sound of a mighty wind, and the Holy Spirit, looking like 
flames of fire, descended on each of them. We, too, may have the Spirit if we will pray for Him. 
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ing comes to them. Perhaps a sermon they hear, 
or something they read or see brings home to 
their hearts what Jesus has done for them. 
Then they ask the question the Jews asked, and 
to them too come the words, “Repent, and be 
baptized . .. and ye shall receive the gift of the 
Holy Ghost.” 

For further reading: The Acts of the Apos- 
tles, p. 44, par. 1. 

THINK! Have you felt the call of God to your 
heart? 

Pray that you may not harden your heart 
when the Holy Spirit speaks to you. 


THURSDAY 


The New Christian Believers 


Open your Bible to Acts 2. 

Wonderful were the results of the sermon 
Peter preached that day as he let the Holy 
Spirit lead him. Verse 41 tells us what the re- 
sults of this one sermon were. 

“The disciples were astonished and over- 
joyed at the greatness of the harvest of souls. 
They did not regard this wonderful ingather- 
ing as the result of their own efforts; they real- 
ized that they were entering into other men’s 
labors. Ever since the fall of Adam, Christ had 
been committing to chosen servants the seed 
of His word to be sown in human hearts. Dur- 
ing His life on this earth, He had sown the seed 
of truth, and had watered it with His blood. The 
conversions that took place on the day of Pen- 
tecost were the result of this sowing, the har- 
vest of Christ’s work, revealing the power of 
His teaching.”—The Acts of the Apostles, pp. 
44, 45. 

Sometimes people listen to a powerful ser- 
mon and are carried away by it for a little 
while, but after a time they go back to their 
old ways. This was not the way with those who 
were converted on the day of Pentecost, how- 
ever. Look in verse 42 and see what we are told 
about their faith. 

The reason they remained steadfast was that 
they continued to pray daily for the gift of the 
Holy Spirit. Read verse 46 to find out how they 
kept their faith and their love of the truth. 

For further reading: The Acts of the Apos- 
tles, p. 44, par. 3; p. 49, par. 3 

THINK how Christ in heaven must have 
rejoiced at seeing so many receive at last the 
things He had taught on earth. 

Pray that the Spirit may use you to help oth- 
ers to love Jesus. 


FRIDAY 


This is the day to check up on your lesson 
study. Look up the answers to any questions 
you may not be sure of. 

1. How long after the crucifixion of Christ 
was it before the promise of the Holy Ghost 
was fulfilled? (Acts 2:1.) 

2. In what ways did the Holy Spirit come to 
the waiting disciples? (Acts 2:2, 3.) 

3. What special ability did the Holy Spirit 
= the disciples? (Acts 2:4.) 

Why was this special gift needed by the 
PRR in (Acts 2:5, 6.) 





5. What accusation 
disciples? (Acts 2:12, 13.) 
6. How did Peter answer this? 


was made against the 


(Acts 2:14- 


-) 

7. What appeal did Peter make to his hearers 
after his moving sermon? (Acts 2:36.) 

8. How did the people respond? (Acts 2:37.) 

9. What did Peter tell them? (Acts 2:38.) 

10. What was the result of this sermon and 
the moving of the Holy Spirit on the hearts of 
Peter’s listeners? (Acts 2:41.) 

11. In what ways did the new believers show 


their faithfulness and joy in their new faith? 
(Acts 2:45-47.) 
How about your memory verse? Can you 


repeat it correctly? 





MEMORY VERSES FOR THE SECOND QUARTER 


1. “Ye shall be witnesses unto me both in Jeru- 
salem, and in all Judaea, and in Samaria, and unto 
the uttermost part of the earth” (Acts 1:8). 

2. “And they were all filled with the Holy Ghost, 
and began to speak with other tongues, as the Spirit 
gave them utterance” (Acts 2:4) 

3. “Repent ye therefore, and be converted, that 
your sins may be blotted out” (Acts 3:19). 

4. “There is none other name under heaven given 
among men, whereby we must be saved” (Acts 4: 
12). 

5. “Grieve not the holy Spirit of God, whereby ye 
are sealed unto the day of redemption” (Ephesians 
4:30). 


6. “Then Peter and the other apostles answered 
and said, We ought to obey God rather than men” 
(Acts 5:29). 

7. “Let all things be done decently and in order” 
(1 Corinthians 14:40) 

8. “Behold, | see the heavens opened, and the 
Son of man standing on the right hand of God” 
(Acts 7:56). 

9. “Then Philip opened his mouth, and began 
at the same scripture, and preached unto him Jesus” 
(Acts 8:35). 

10. “What things were gain to me, those | counted 
loss for Christ” (Philippians 3:7). 

11. “Of a truth | perceive that God is no re- 
specter of persons: but in every nation he that fear- 
eth him, and worketh righteousness is accepted with 
him” (Acts 10:34, 35). 

12. “And the disciples were called Christians first 
in Antioch” (Acts 11:26). 

13. “Now | know of a surety, that the Lord hath 
sent his angel, and hath delivered me out of the 
hand of Herod” (Acts 12:11). 
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Junior Boys and Girls 
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that will interest you. True tales of mission service— 
mountain caves—storms—wild animals—Indian raids— 
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You will discover thrills galore in these narratives 
that range from the Canadian northwest and frontier 
America, to lands across the sea—yet every tense situation 
resolves itself without recourse to violence. 

If you are looking for real enjoyment—here it is— 
and in addition you will find lessons to help you be 
courageous, cheerful, unselfish, and obedient. You will 
find new enjoyment each time you read these REALLY- 
TRULY STORIES. 


Have Mother or Dad order one or all of the nine 
volumes for you. 
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LOONY, the LOON, No. 1-By Harry Baerg 
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1. Loony and her mate spent the winter along the 
sea coast dreaming of their northern lake, which 
was frozen and covered with snow. Their winter 
plumage was a dull gray and white. 2. In spring 
and summer they had been dressed in snappy, speck- 











; 5 
4. When the warm sun of spring began melting the 
snow and ice Loony and her mate started northward. 
They stopped at several small lakes on the way wait- 
ing for the ice to melt. 5. At last they reached the 
lake where they had nested for several years. It 











led suits that showed no difference between the 
male and female. The two loons were nearly as large 
as Canada geese. 3. Their cousins, the red-throated 
and Pacific loons, were smaller, but in winter when 
they were at the ocean their plumage was similar. 





looked good to them and they had no trouble recog- 
nizing it from their high altitude. 6. Loony and her 
companions were strong fliers once they were up, 
but landing and taking off bothered them. As usual 
they circled, then dropped clumsily into the water. 














_ 2 


7. Once on the lake the loons felt thoroughly at 
home. They were expert and rapid swimmers above 
and below water. Their streamlined bodies, hard, 
compact feathers, narrow wings, and webbed feet 
helped fit them for their life. 8. Loony could sink 
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slowly into the water when she wished to do so. 
She apparently breathed out till her body was heavier 
than the water. Gradually she submerged till her bill 
disappeared without leaving a ripple. 9. But when 
sudden danger came one day, her action was faster. 








